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Elspeth appeared  even more  sinister than
Mariota had expected.

The old woman was bowed down over a
pot which steamed and bubbled while she
stirred it with a wooden spoon.

It was her evening's supper: but to Mariota
it appeared a witch's cauldron, and she felt a
thrill of horror. Her impulse was to turn and
run home again. But with a struggle she over-
came her fears.

" Gude-e'en to ye Mither," she said, drawing
her plaid more closely round her; and though
Elspeth was hard of hearing, the clear voice
penetrated to her, and she glanced up quickly.

" Eh, eh," she grunted; and Mariota,
emboldened to carry her business to the end,
stepped back to shut the door, and then spoke
again.

" It's yerseF can aid me, Mither Elspeth,"
she said, " yerse? and nane ither."

Old Elspeth started, and peered at her;
then stretched out a skinny hand and drew her
towards the hearth.

" Sit ye doon, ma lass," she croaked; and.
Mariota seated herself on a three-legged stool.
The firelight flickered on her face;   Elspeth
watched her silently.

The silence grew so oppressive that Mariota
in a moment broke it. "Help me, gude
Mither," she pleaded; " help a lassie in sair
dule."

" It's no a love potion ye're after," said old